4io	A MODERN  COMEDY
His imagination was playing streets ahead of him. He
saw himself already in ' the box/ retailing the spiteful
purrings of that cat, casting forth to the public and the
papers the word ' snob,' of his own daughter ; for if he
didn't, he would have no defence. Too painful!
" " What does Fleur say ? " he asked, suddenly, of Michael.
" War to the knife."
Soames jumped in his chair.
" Ah ! " he said : " That's a woman all over—no
imagination 1 "
" That's what I thought at first, sir, but I'm not so sure.
She says if Marjorie Ferrar is not taken by the short hairs,
she'll put it across everybody—and that the more public
the thing is, the less harm she can do."
" I think," said Sir Lawrence, coming back to his chair,
" Til go and see old Shropshire. My father and his shot
woodcock together in Albania in 'fifty-four."
Soames could not see the connection, but did not snub
the proposal. A marquess was a sort of gonc-off duke ;
even in this democratic age, he would have some influence,
one supposed.
" He's eighty," went on Sir Lawrence, " and gets gout
in the stomach, but he's as brisk as a bee."
Soames could not be sure whether it was a comfort.
" The grass shall not grow, Forsyte. I'll go there
now."
They parted in the street, Sir Lawrence moving north
—towards Mayfair.
The Marquess of Shropshire was dictating to his secretary
a letter to his County Council, urging on them an item
of his lifelong programme for the electrification of every-
thing. One of the very first to take up electricity,
he had remained faithful to it all his brisk and optimistic
days. A short, bird-like old man, in shaggy Lovat tweeds,

